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and walk down the Rhine. I remember many things
about that trip, the last expedition I made in that
ancient world. I remember the clothes I wore, the
knapsack I carried, the books I read in the Tauchnitz
edition, the large German pipe I bought and smoked
and did not enjoy, the food I ate and the beer I drank,
the piano I played; yes, I remember the very dust on
my shoes. Yet the Rhine itself, and all its towns, big
and little, I could not remember. Cologne seemed a
strange place. So did Coblenz. So did the little
towns. I suppose none of them would have seemed
so strange as the boy who came walking this way in
the summer heat and dust of 1914. I would have
liked to have slipped down a side-road and met him,
that boy with his patched tweed coat and baggy
trousers, his precious ten sovereigns in a little purse,
his large German pipe, his happy idiocy, innocence,
and wonder. He took a Rhine away with him and set
it flowing past enchanting ruined castles and little
inns out of an idyll, and it ran on and on until at
last it went flowing through this mind of mine, which
is very different from the mind of that boy, and I
must have brought it here with me, that other Rhine,
to shame this huge dull stream. I remember his
Coblenz quite well, and it was different from this one,
where the old comrades meet (and why can't I meet
my old comrade, that boy?); much better, a thousand
times better. This other Coblenz bores me.

I do not know what I thought, sixteen years ago,
about that monument at the junction of the Rhine